Madame had great pain not to tell him at this very moment
that Katzerl was her child. But she felt like a tight-rope
walker, balancing precariously on the rope, with an umbrella
in one hand and a bicycle in the other. She had to save
Katzerl's happiness before midnight and one wrong step
might spoil everything. So far, she felt, she had made good
headway with-Cyril. She was mad at Katzerl for saying nasty
things about her and for not getting along with this per-
fectly charming husband of hers. He was great fun, and
amusing men, as Madame knew, are very few and far between.

The door opened. Semper entered, put down a few papers,
stood there for a moment and then withdrew ostentatiously.
CCI guess you don't want to see the doctor," she said before
she closed the door and disappeared.

*fE*?t6adab done" said Madame, who on the evening of
French operas thought mostly in French. "I promised
Katzerl that you would bring her breakfast to her bed to-
morrow morning. Will you do it, if I beg you?"            <,

" Definitely not. Goopy belongs to the tribe of grouchy-
before-breakfast cannibals. It's rare in women and entirely
inexcusable, because they don't have to shave. In fact, her
before-breakfast-mood drove me away from home and bed.
You can't imagine the fuss and unpleasantness that went on
each morning during the last weeks before I left. It was
as disgusting, revolting and unpleasant an exhibition of
hysteria as you could ever imagine. Goopy is a case for
the psychoanalyst and I will be damned if I ever enter her
bedroom again. At any rate, not in the morning------"

Madame was aware of the faint silver lining in his last
words. "Naturally she is not feeling well in the mornings,"
she said. "It's because of the baby."

"What baby?" Cyril asked,

"The baby.  Yours. Katzerl's baby," Madame said.

Cyril got up, lighted another cigarette and kept the burning
match in his fingers until it burnt them, while he looked
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